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Summary: The story of the first fallen child, an abused, mistreated, 
and tortured youth. They couldn't take it anymore, and they didn't 
have any other choice. There was only one option. (A sort of prequel 
to my other story. The Beginning? You don't have to read that story 
to understand what's happening, and you don't have to read this to 
understand what's happening in that.) 


1 . Warm Welcome 
Warm Welcome 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Author ' s Note : <strong> A prequel of sorts to my other 
story. The Beginning? You don't have to read that to understand 
what's going on, but that sort of takes place where this will end. 
Sort of. You'll see. 

Also, there will be some dark themes in this story, and child abuse, 
so be warned about that. Ok, if you're ready, here we go. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Today was a beautiful day. The birds were singing. The flowers 
were blooming. It seemed like it was going to be a pretty amazing 
day . <p> 

a€ 1 

I got home from school at the usual 3 o' clock, ran upstairs, and 
threw my backpack into the corner. I then picked out my favorite 
jacket from the closet (even if it was slightly large for me) , and 
ran as fast as I could back out the door, and down the 
stairs . 



"C'mon, hurry up! We don't have all day!" I knew my father was in a 
hurry, but I was parched, and I had to get something to drink before 
I left. 

"Just one second, father. Let me get a drink first." I ended up 
choosing an old family classica€l Milk. It quenched my thirsts 
completely, but it unfortunately tasted merely adequate. I left the 
cup on the table, and ran right past the sink to my father. My father 
is my entire world, and without him I would be utterly destroyed. 

That was a pointless thought though, because my father is quite young 
for his age, and has not underwent any serious diseases or surgeries 
that would be any sort of major problem to his health. He will almost 
definitely be there for the entirety of my childhood, and the 
majority of my adult life, and there is no reason to worry about 
events so unlikely and improbable to occur that would cause him to 
die at an unforeseen time or place. I followed him out to the 
car . 

"Ok, you know all the rules, right?" You nodded your head. The 
spelling be was by far the easiest and most self-explanatory after 
school activity you have partaken in, and the rules were always 
repeated at the contest anyways, so there was no point to have your 
father say them. "Great, great. Uma€ 1 What elsea€l Oh yeah, try not 
to embarrass everyone there too bad." I nodded my head, and gave a 
small laugh. He laughed too. My father had a good sense of humor. His 
improper grammar was annoying me, but I didn't say anything. He 
opened the left, back car door for me. 

"Thank you." He laughed slightly, and I got in. My father was not the 
wealthiest man, so we could not afford that many luxuries, but our 
car was definitely one of our most valuable possessions. He closed my 
door back, got in the front, and opened the garage door. We were off 
on our journey. 

a€ 1 

After a couple of minutes had passed by, sitting in the car 
motionlessly, we had almost reached the school. We were only about 
one minute away, and I was sitting in the back, going over my flash 
cards. All of the words were incredibly easy, but I was an avid 
reader of the dictionary, so maybe that was expected. This made the 
Spelling Bee's extremely easy, and the only time I had an actual 
challenge spelling different words was when I was in state 
competitions with high schoolers, and more advanced students from 
other schools. The drive was going completely normal, like it always 
was, when my father suddenly slammed on the breaks. I was very 
scared, and I had no idea how to react, before everything went 
black . 

a€ 1 

I woke up, what felt like days later, in a hospital. I didn't know 
what to say, or do, or think. I felt absolutely terrible. I didn't 
care about what I felt like, though, all I cared about was my father. 
Surely, if I was fine, he had to be too. Definitely. A doctor was 
standing in front of me, looking down at me grimly. He gave a weak 
smile. If he smiled, then my father was definitely fine, right? I had 
to be reassured. 


"Where is my father?" The doctor's smile came off his face. I started 



shaking. No, ita€ 1 This is fine. Nothing bada€ 1 He's finea€l He'sa€l 
fine . 


"He isa€l" I was begging for him to be alright. "Not with us 
anymore." a€ 1 Ia€l I pulled a blanket over my head. No, this couldn't 
have happened. Not now. I felt myself start to cry. I couldn't stop 
it. My father, the only person I cared about in this _sick_ worlda€ 1 
Dead. He's gone. 

"Dada€ 1 " I started crying even harder. Why couldn't I've died too? 

The doctor pulled the blanket off of me, and started smiling. What 
was he doing? 

"I know you're feeling upset right now, but you have to stay strong!" 

Why? There's no point. "Someone is here to see you!" Who coulda€ 1 It 

couldn't please. If there is a God, God no. Please. Anything. A tall 
monster walked into the room. "Your mom!" I was terrified. I thought 
she was in jail, but here she was, standing before me. I had to get 
out of here. I tried to jump out of the bed, but the doctor held me 
on. Could they not see how much I hated this woman? She came over and 

sat in a chair next to the bed. She tried to hug me, but I resisted. 

I'm not letting someone so cruel, and despicable hug me. I can't 
believe it. My fathera€ 1 Gone. I started to cry again, but the doctor 
wiped my tears off my face. I really want to be dead right 
now . 

"C'mon, your momma's here to make everything alright." After a few 
more attempts, she finally managed to hug me. She was trying to seem 
like a good mother. It might've worked on the doctor, but I could see 
right through her little charade. I can't believe my father married 
this monster. 

After a few more minutes of checkups, and tests, I was "allowed" to 
go home. With my "mother." To my new "home." Basically, she dragged 
me out of the hospital, while I tried to tell everybody that she was 
an abusive, terrible, mean spirited monster. They didn't listen. I'm 
just a child, right? Who would ever listen to a child? She forced me 
into her car (which was stolen) , and drove me away to her 
house . 

Away from all of my possessions. Away from all of my memories. Away 
from a happy life. 

a€ 1 

The drive was unbearably long, almost an hour. The entire time, she 
yelled at me, telling me how I should've behaved better in the 
hospital, and how I was a miserable, useless, meaningless, pathetic 
excuse for a child, while playing extremely loud, and outdated songs 
on the radio from an old cassette she had. She sang along to half of 
the songs. She didn't care about me, or what had just happened to my 
father, or anything. We arrived at her house, and got out of the car. 
it was obvious that it was about 100 years old. It was extremely 
small, cramped, and wooden. I missed my father so much. I started to 
cry again, when my mother struck me across my face with the back of 
her palm. I started bleeding, and stopped crying. 

"Don't be so pathetic." I slouched down, and started walking to the 
house behind her. "Ungrateful children like you are the reason birth 
control pills were invented." I didn't dare bring myself to cry 



again . 


* * 


* 


><pXstrong>Author ' s Note: <strong>This is going to be even darker 
than The Beginning?, so that's going to be... Interesting. 

If you have any suggestions, or criticisms, please let me know. 
Feedback is always appreciated. In fact, tell me if you want to see 
any more of this, or if this should just be a one-off thing. This 
would probably get updated in addition to The Beginning?, or maybe it 
would replace one of them every once and a while, I'm not sure. The 
chapters for this are going to be, on average, shorter than the 
chapters for The Beginning?, so there's that too. Hope you enjoyed 
the first chapter. 


2 . Punishment 
Punishment 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>I didn't know what to expect from the lady's house (who was 
supposedly my mother.) The last time I had seen it was at least three 
years ago, and even then I didn't "get" to stay for long. I guess 
I'll have plenty of time to see it this time. She walked over to the 
front door, and pulled it opening after unlocking all of the locks. 
There were about five locks on the door, and all of them took about a 
minute to open. During those five minutes I couldn't think about 
anything except my father. He was dead. He was dead. He was dead. I 
couldn't get that line out of my head. . . After the lady opened up 

the door, she walked inside without saying anything to me. She walked 
over to a filthy sofa in the middle of the room, and then turned on 
the TV. I didn't know whether to come inside, or to wait patiently, 
but waiting seemed like the safest option for now.<p> 

a€ 1 

After a few minutes, she looked over at me, sighed, and put her hand 
over her face. "Come inside, you idiot." I took a deep breath, and 
then walked inside. "Now, if I want me to hug me in the future, you 
had better hug me, or you will receive a proper punishment 
accordingly . " You nodded, grimly. She nodded, and glared at me for a 
couple of seconds before looking back at the TV. She wasn't paying 
attention to me anymore. I closed the door, and looked around. Just 
as dusty and ugly as I remembered it. Although, like I said before, I 
didn't remember it that much anymore. I had tried to forget. There 
were stacks of newspapers sitting in the corner, a horribly scratched 
up and broken coffee table in the middle of the room, the TV and the 
couch that the lady was sitting on, and a large staircase to my 
right. I knew where she wanted me to go, so I took it upon myself to 
go there. I walked up the staircase quietly, to my "room". It was 
just as cramped as I remembered it. A single mattress laying in the 
corner of the room with no sheets, or frame, or anything. Well, it 
wasn't really in the corner. It was basically taking up 2/3 of the 
entire room. At least she got me a single bed, even if it is probably 
infested with bed bugs and the like. I didn't know what to do now. I 
shut the door, laid my coat on the mattress, and attempted to go to 
sleep. It didn't work, and I ended up just lying there for a couple 



of minutes. I wasn't the most patient person, and I needed something 
to occupy my time. I couldn't just sit there for hours on end, day 
after day, doing nothing. 

a€ 1 

I knew that if I went down stairs, though, the lady would get very 
upset at me, so I just continued to lay there. My fathera€ 1 He would 
want me to be brave through tough times. I have to stay _determined ._ 
Determination is the only thing that got me through my early 
childhood in the first place. I kept lying there. 

a€ 1 

About an hour passed before I heard loud footsteps coming up the 
steps. My door flung open, and the lady was standing on the other 
side, holding a stick. This couldn't be good, so I ignored her. She 
walked over, and kicked the bed. "Hey, what the hell are you doing? 
Sit your butt on up, and look at me when I'm talking to you." She 
sounded aggressive. I sat up. "Good, good. Now, I've had some time to 
think, and what you did in the hospital is completely unacceptable . 
Therefore, I will be punishing you." I was worried. She had somea€ 1 
Sick punishments. "Stand up." The second I stood up, she threw me 
against the wall, hurting my wrist in the process. 

"Please don't d-" She interrupted me. 

"I did not give you permission to speak." She hit me on the back with 
the stick, "lightly". "Now, stay still during your punishment." She 
put her hand on my neck, pinning me against the wall, and hit me 
across the back with the stick as hard as she could. It hurt so much. 
I started to cry again. My father would've killed her for this. _Too 
bad he'sa€l_ She hit me across the back again, on the same spot. It 
started to bleed. She did it once more, causing me to flinch. "I said 
not to move." She let go of me. "Good, good. Now, now that next time 
I won't be so easy on you." She walked out of the room, and then 
turned back around towards me. "Oh, by the way, no food for the next 
two weeks. That is also part of your punishment." It definitely 
wasn't just part of her being lazy. She walked back downstairs, I 
closed the door, and laid down. This was going to be 
terrible . 

a€ 1 

About an hour passed, and I still hadn't managed to sleep. I started 
to cry multiple times, but managed to keep myself from being too loud 
or "obnoxious." I didn't know what to do. Should I stay with this 
violent, psychopathic, terrible woman? I guess I didn't really have a 
choice. I mean, I could try and run away, but then what? a€ 1 I would 
be put back here again after anyone found out where I came from. I 
had tried running away when I was younger, but that turned outa€ 1 
Unpleasantly. I just had to get through it. I still had school, and 
after school activities, and time. Time to think. Time to study. Time 
to do whatever I want. This wasn't going to be that bad. I have to 
stay strong, like my father. After reassuring myself of all of this, 

I felt slightly better. Maybe I could try and go to sleep. Rest would 
be nice. I put my hands under my head since I didn't have a pillow, 
shut my eyes, and went to sleep. 



A few more days passed, all very similar to this one. All of them 
included the woman coming upstairs to beat me, an attempt to talk 
back, and crying for about an hour followed by me going to sleep. I 
was never fed, so I didn't get proper nutrition, and by the third 
day, I was starving. Too bad there was still eleven days left. I had 
to say something, she couldn't just leave me up here to starve. After 
she had finished hitting me on the third day, I managed to speak up 
for myself. I had decided to only ask about food, and not school or 
anything else. She would get aggravated if I questioned her too much, 
and I wasn't stupid, I didn't want her to extend my "punishment." I 
looked up at her directly after her last strike. 

"I need food." She look down at me disapprovingly and shook her 
head . 

"Your punishment is not over yet." I really needed food, but I didn't 
want to beg. That would be pathetic. 

"If I don't get food, I-" She snapped her fingers. 

"**No,** Your punishment is not over yet." I stood still, up against 
the bed. My back felt terrible, but I still managed to stay 
motionless . 

"Bu-" She wasn't even letting me get in more than a word now. 

"You don't need any food." I sighed. She hit my arm with the 
stick . 

"Yes, ye-" This was getting _really_ annoying. 

"Do you really want food that bad?" I nodded, slowly. "Well, then I 
ask of you only one thing." This was going to be bad. She looked down 
at me, superiorly. "Call me your mom." I shook my head. She was 
smiling now. "You've never actually called me your mother, or you 
mom, or your anything. Call me your mother, and I will feed you." 

This was getting ridiculous. I shook my head, _again._ She took a 
step towards me. "If you don't call me your mother, I will double 
your punishment." I knew I shouldn't have asked. I shook my head, 
again. I wasn't going to call this woman my mother. She hit my arm 
with the stick strongly. It turned red and started bleeding almost 
immediately. "If you don't call me-" I took a step forward. 

"No." She hit my arm again, and took a step back. 

"Well, if you feel hungry in the next couple of weeks, I'm always 
downstairs." She turned around, and walked out of my room. I could've 
sworn I heard her laughing. I sat down on the bed, and looked down at 
my arms. Both of them were almost completely red and bleeding. I 
could make it through this. She had to give me something to eat or 
drink. If she didn't, I would die. Sure, she hated me, but she didn't 
want me to die. Right? She was a bad person, and she was glad to see 
me suffer, but if I died, thenaC 1 

_She wouldn't have anyone to take her anger out on._ 


3 . Home 



Home 


* * 


* 


><p>A week passed without food. I was starving, lying motionless on 
my bed, and the lady hadn't come up to visit me once. I deeply missed 
my father, and I felt more broken every single day, but at least I 
didn't have to endure beatings.<p> 

I heard footsteps coming up the stairs, before my door quickly 
opened. It was her, of course. 

"So, are you hungry?" She was smiling. I reluctantly nodded, and sat 
up. I must've looked terrible. She had her hands behind her back, 
hiding something from me. "Well, well, well, looks like I have a 
solution to your little situation." She put her hands out in front of 
her, holding a bag from a fast food restaurant. "You want some?" I 
hated fast food, but I was starving, and I needed something to eat. I 
shook my head, slowly. "Well, then, you know what you have to do." 
a€ 1 No, I couldn't. I couldn't call this lady my mother. I shook your 
head. She shook her head back. "No, no, no, I hope you understand 
that if you don't have food soon, you'll get very sick, or even die." 
Was she really going to let mea€ 1 _She would. _ "So, for the benefit 
of you, and me, I would suggest you do what your mom tells you to 
do." a€ 1 I stayed silent. She shook her head _again._ "No, seriously, 
I would **highly** suggest you listen to me." a€ 1 My father wouldn't 
have wanted me to starve. a€ 1 She took a step towards me._ She was 
insane. _ I nodded, slowly. I couldn't say no forever. She seemed 
happy . 

a€ 1 

"Well, what are you waiting for, either call me your mother, or die 
from starvation." a€ 1 _I hate her, so, so mucha€l_ But, I didn't have 
a choice. I looked up at her, and smiled. 

"_0k, a€ 1 Mother. She seemed happy with herself. She threw the bag 
on the floor, and walked back out of the room. I had to ask her about 
one more thing. "When can I go back to school?" She stopped, and 
stood still for a second, before responding. 

"You're not leaving this house." _a€l_ She walked back downstairs, 
and I went over to close the door. I sat down on the bed, defeated, 
and picked up the bag. I opened it. There was a bottle of pop with 
only ice left, along with a bag of almost completely empty French 
fries. a€ 1 _Fair enough. _ It tasted disgusting, but I desperately 
needed food, so I hate it anyways. I was defeated. 

a€ 1 

I lied back down on the bed. I couldn't just stay inside all day. I 
needed to be taught, and I needed to learn. I would die from boredom 
if I had to stay inside, but it's not like I was going to convince 
that lady to let me do anything enjoyable. I also couldn't run away, 
because then I would just get returned home again, _like when I was 
younger. _ I had barely gotten any sleep over the past week, and I 
felt sick, but I couldn't do anything about it. 



Another week passed, with that lady coming up twice to give me some 
scraps of food, each time requiring me to call her mother. a€ 1 
Nothing else happened. I asked her about school again, and she simply 
ignored me_. At least she wasn't hitting me anymore. _ 

a€ 1 

_Another week passed. _I was starting to go crazy, being trapped in 
this small, contained space all day. I tried to ignore my lack of 
education and pain, and try to just go to sleep. _It never 
worked ._ 

a€ 1 

_About a month passed. I had tried talking to her multiple times 
about school, or education, or anything, but she wouldn't listen. _I 
missed my father now more than ever. I wasn't crying anymore, and I 
felt dead on the inside. I had been trapped inside, in one room, for 
two months. How could anyone be this cruel? 

a€ 1 

_An-Another month passed of solitude. I had never felt so desperate 
before. One day, when I thought I heard the front door open, I 
quickly ran downstairs, h-hoping to find something to defend myself 
in case the lady w-went totally insane one day. I had ran into the 
small kitchen, and looked through the d-drawers, trying to find 
something. There was a large kitchen knife sitting inside, which I 
brought back up to my room, leaving almost no tr-trace of me being 
downstairs. _I would only use this if completely necessary, _I told 
myself ._ 

a€ 1 

_She hadn't gotten me new clothes, or a pillow, or anything except 
whatever was completely necessary, like food and water. If she kept 
this up for much longer, I woulda€l_ I couldn't. 

a€ 1 

_I couldn't. I couldn't stand this anymore. I constantly felt ill, 
and I didn't know what else to do. I had decided to kill myself. The 
easiest, most painless way would probably be to just jump down the 
mountain. I had read books at school about the war against monsters 
before, and if I didn't die when I hit the floor, I would certainly 
be ripped to shreds by the monsters. I pulled the knife out from it's 
hiding space beneath my "bed", put it in my pocket, and I slowly 
walked downstairs, with a smile on my face._ My father had always 
told me to smile, even in the worst situations. _I knew that he 
didn't mean to smile always, but it did always reminded me of his 
words. It was stupid. My father never loved me anyways. _ 

_I got to the front door, when I heard the lady running up behind me. 
I turned around. She started yelling at me . I didn't care._ 

"Go to your room! If you leave again. I'll be in big trouble with the 
police! You wouldn't want your mother to go to jail, would?" _I 
wasn't planning on just running way, you idiot. I pulled the knife 
out from my pocket, keeping the smile plastered on my face. I shook 
my head, and opened the door._ 



"_No thank you." I tried to sound as menacing as possible, when I 
started walking away. It felt so nice to be outside again. Too bad it 
wasn't going to last very long. I heard my mother close the door from 
behind. She must've thought I would be back soon. What an 
idiot ._ 

a€ 1 

_I finally reached the mountain, and started walking up it. The 
mountain was very steep, but I managed to make it to the hole. I 
muttered sarcastic comments under my breath as I got ready to jump 
in. I threw the knife to my side, and got ready to jump in._ 

"_I'm a coward." I said, mocking my mother. "I'm pathetic. I 
shouldn't have come here. I justa€ 1 _couldn't take it anymore." I 
can't believe I'm doing this. _"I couldn't handle the abuse. I 
couldn't handle the _pain._ I couldn't handle the loneliness." I 
looked grimly down the hole. I hated humanity. "I'm so sorry," I 
didn't miss my father anymore. "a€l 'Dad'. See you soon." I hated 
everything. I knew he hadn't done anything wrong, but after seeing 
just how terrible humanity can be, I was sick of them. I was sick of 
it all. I closed my eyes, and took another step towards the hole. One 
more step, before I died._ 

a€ 1 

_I took the final step, and started falling down the hole, 
silently ._ 

a€ 1 

_I landed on the ground, and somehow managed not to die. I was in 
deep pain, and I knew that the monsters were going to kill me soon. I 
laid their motionless, before I heard a voice call out to me. I 
looked towards it, no longer smiling. It wasa€l_ A small, human 
likea€l _Goat child? Not what I was expecting. _ 

"Are you alright?" _It was hiding behind a pillar. Ia€l_ Didn't 
actually feel that terrible. I nodded my head, _slowly._ _It_ walked 
over to me, and kneeled down. _It looked panicked. Ita€ 1 _Put their 
hand out. I looked up at _it . Thisa€l What were they trying to do? 
a€ 1 _I grabbed their hand, and it helped me up . I felt like I was 
going to fall over. It helped me stand up, by putting it's hands 
around my chest. "D-Don't panic, I'm sure my mom and dad can help 
you." _0h, so that's what it's doing. I'm sure their parents will 
kill me. a€ 1 _I didn't really have another option though, so I 
"_followed_" them. 

a€ 1 

"Soa€l Are you a human?" a€ 1 Did it not? a€ 1 I nodded. The 
architecture underground was quite impressive, with large arches and 
bridges. I don't know what the _monster_ was trying to do, buta€ 1 The 
child froze, and let go of me for a second. "I'm sorry, I justa€ 1 My 
parents told me not to talk to humans. They said that they were 
dangerous." _What? Yeah, definitely. It's not like humans started the 
war. a€l_ The kid shook for a second, before taking a step towards me 
again, and helping me stand up some more. "B-But, I can't just leave 
you here . " a€ 1 



A couple minutes of silence passed, before we both arrived at a small 
house. "Ok, here we are. I'll go get my parents." They guided me 
towards a large tree covered in leaves, and helped me lean against 
ita€ 1 "Be right back." The kid quickly ran towards the house. 

a€ 1 

A minute later, the kid and two, large, goat like _monsters_ walked 
out of the house. The kid's parents seemed shocked to see me. The 
child's father stopped, and kept his child away from me, but the 
mother ran towards me, and kneeled over. She looked at me straight in 
the eyes. She was clearly frightened. 

"My child, are you okay?" a€ 1 I nodded, and she smiled. _Shea€ 1 
Thisa€l This was a trick. _ "I know I should be afraid." a€ 1 Afraid? 
"But, I can't just leave an innocent child alone in pain. Asriel 
sounded deeply panicked as he told us about you..." She helped me 
stand up, just like Asriel did, and led me towards the house. a€ 1 She 
started talking to the large monster. "Asgore, what are you doing?" 
Asgore seemed worried. 

"Tory, do you not remember the war? How can we trust them?" _"Tory"_ 
sighed . 

"I'm going to take them to Asriel ' s old bedroom. We will discuss this 
when I get back." She then led me inside the house, and towards a 

long hallway. "I think it would be best if you took a short lie down. 

Me and Asgore need to discuss a few things." She opened up a bedroom 
door, and helped me up onto a bed. It was soft. "Do you need some 

time to rest?" I shook my head. _I couldn't just go to sleep in a 

complete stranger's house like this. Especially a monster's. _"Well, 
then, feel free to play with any of the toys, or read any of the 
books located around the room." She... Pat me on the head, before 
walking out of the room, and closing the door. I looked around the 
room. It was a large room, but mostly empty. There was a small box of 
toys at the end of the bed, and a small shelf of books near a large 
wardrobe right next to the wall. The room glowed with a warm, orange 
light emitting from a lamp. I didn't want to get into any of their 
stuff, even if they said it was okay. _It might be a trap._ I 
waited . 

a€ 1 

A couple of minutes passed, before I heard a knock on the door. "Come 
in" I said, quietly. It was the small kid. His mother had called him 
Asriel, so I assumed that was his name. He closed the door behind 
him, and walked over to the bed. 

"Howdy." I waved. a€ 1 "Would you mind if I sat up there, next to 
you?" I shook my head, and he jumped up next to me, shaking the whole 
bed in the process. He stayed quiet for a couple of seconds, before 
continuing to talk. "Mom and dad are talking about you in the other 
room." a€ 1 _0h great. _a€ 1 "They wanted me to ask you if you had 
anywhere to go." a€ 1 Ia€l "Mom wanted me to tell you that she wanted 
you to stay safe, but she didn't want to force you of anything." a€ 1 
Were they offering me? a€ 1 He turned to me, with a faint smile on his 
face. "It gets really lonely down here. There aren't many other kids 
to play with." a€ 1 He looked away. "I guess mom wanted me to ask you 
if you would like to stay with us. At least until you get better." 



... Theya€ 1 Were asking mea€ 1 Asriel looked back over at me . I 
nodded. He gave a large smile. I smiled back. "Ok, well. I'll go tell 
them the great news!" He ran towards the door, opened it, and ran 
off, down the hallway. 

I heard him telling his parents excitedly about how I could stay. 
About how I said yes almost immediately. About how I could be part of 
their family. a€ 1 _I never said that. I never said that Ia€l _would 
be part of their family. _ Ia€l_ 

Couldn't be happier. 


End 
f ile . 



